The Trsgedie 

And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, . 

Ifforrow can admitre focictic , 

Tell oucryour yvocsagainc by vowing mine, 

/ had an Edward, till a Richard kild him; 

I had aRichard, till a Ricard kild him.* 

Thou hadft an Ed ward,till a Richard kild him? 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him- 

Duel). I had a Richard to, and thou didft kill him; 

/had a Rutland to, thou hopft to kill him. 

QuyAiar. Thou hadft a Clarence to, and Richard kild him; 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hcl-hound that doeth hunt vs all to death. 

That dc.gge,that had histeeth before hiscyes, 

T© worric lambes,and lap their gentle blouds, 

That foule defacer ofGods handie workc. 

Thy wombe let loofe, to chafe vs to ourgraucs, 

O vpright,iuft,and true ddpofing God, 

How doe / thanke thee, that this carnal curre, 

Praiescnthe iflueofhis mothers bodic,. 

And makes her puefcllow with others mone. 

Dttch. O, Harries wifes triumph not in my woes, 

God witnes with mc,I haue wepvfor thine. 

. Bcare with me,/ am hungrie for rcrxnge, 

And now / cloie me with beholding it, 

Thy Edvs ardjhe is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quittc my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he is but boote bccaule both they 

Match not the high perfedtion of my Ioffe, 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate HaflingSjRiuerSjVaughanjGiay, 

V ntimelie fmothred in their duskie graues, 

Richard yet Iiues, hcls blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fadtor to buicfoules. 

And fend them thether, but at hand at handcs, 
cnfucs his piteous, and vnpittied end. 

Earth gapes^hell burnes^endes roare^a jntes praie, 

,To hauc hinifuddcnly conucied away. „ 

, \ ^ Cancel* 


of Richard the third . 

Cancell Hisbond oflife,deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

Qh, O thou didft prophecie the time would come, 

That / foould wifh for thee to helpeme curffe, 

Thatbotteld fpider, that foule bunch-backt toadc. 

QuMar. Ic aid thee then, vainc floorifo ofmy fortune, 
/ cald thee then, poore foadow,painted Queene, 

The ptefentation of, but what / was, 

The flattering /ndex of a dircfiill pageant, 

One heaued a high ,tobc hurld downe belowe, 

A mother onelie, mock t with two fwcete babes, 

Adreame of which thou wert a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie, a garifo flagge s 
Tobe the aime ofeueric dangerous foot, 

A Queene inieaft onelie to fill the fceanc. 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Whcreare thy children, wherein doefl thduioyc? 

Who fues to thee, and cries God faue the Queene? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troopes that followed thee? 
decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

Forhappie wife, a mod diftrefled widow, 

For ioyfull Mother, one that wailcs the name, 

ForQueene, a vcric caitiuc crownd with care. 

For one being fued to, one that humblie fues. 

For onccommaunding all, obeyedofnone. 

For one that foornd at me, now icornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iufticc whe’eld about. 

And left thee buq a verie ptaie to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou wert. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 


Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not, 

VTurpe the iuft proportionofmy forrow, 

Now thy proud neckc,bcares halfe my burthened yokc^ 
Fram which,euen here, I flippemy wearie ncckc, 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkes wife, and Queene offad mifchance, 
Thefe Englifo woes, will make me finile in France. 




